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CELEBRATING JAPANESE-AMERICAN FRIENDSHIP
April 22, 1934
A grand red-letter day. Alice and I were up at 6 and boarded the
Japanese destroyer Shimakaze at Yokohama at 7.45. I had asked
the Department if they saw any objection to our going down to
Shimoda on an American destroyer, but they disapproved the sug-
gestion as Shimoda is technically a closed port—unless the Japanese
should themselves propose it, which they didn't. However, they did
take us down on one of their own destroyers, together with Debuchi,
Admiral Nomura, Count Kabayama> the Rogers, Cranes, Dickovers,
and Goolds, several other prominent Japanese, and a raft of press
and cameramen. This was to be the main celebration of the eightieth
anniversary of the signing of Japan's first treaty by Commodore
Perry, at the spot where the " black ships " made their principal
stay.
The trip to Shimoda lasted three hours and a half, going at a
speed of twenty-five knots. The day was lovely and the sea quite
smooth, thank heaven (yesterday the trip would have been appal-
ling), but even so, there was a marked swell when we got out of Tokyo
Bay and some of the ladies looked rather green, while Debuchi and
Kabayama passed out completely. (Which reminds me that the
Japanese press solemnly spoke of the ceremonies that were to be
held at the graves of five sailors of Perry's expedition who had
" passed out "—not " passed on " !) Fuji, which was constantly in
sight, was crystal clear and remarkably impressive.
The little harbour of Shimoda is lovely—high, thickly wooded
shores and pretty little islands, one of which was not so pretty when
a Russian warship was later wrecked on it in a fog. In those days
the Japanese intended it to be the main post for foreign commerce,
and in Perry's treaty only Shimoda and Hakodate were opened, but
later of course it proved to be impractical and Yokohama was opened
instead.
We landed first at the little village of Kakizaka on the other side
of the harbour from Shimoda, where Townsend Harris lived in his
Gyokusen-ji (" ji" means temple) for four years before going to
Yedo—with Okichi, the geisha, who deserted family and friends
to nurse and cook for Harris and was consequently regarded at the
time as a social outcast and was denied decent burial, but was later
almost sainted in Japanese estimation for her unselfish service to the
then hated foreigner. Her memory lives in verse and song to-day.
The original temple was destroyed, but an exact replica now stands
on the same spot and we were met and escorted to it by the chief
priest, with whom I have already had much correspondence.
Alice and I first burned incense before each of the graves of the
five American sailors, and then to the memory of Townsend Harris
himself within the temple. We were profoundly moved by the signifi-

